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cursing ooth mother and son, and thinking to himself, "If this
chap comes in with me now it'll be the last straw!" And the last
straw it was. For Red Robinson, clapping his workman's cap
firmly on his head, as if to show that a churchyard was no more
sacred than any other yard, resolutely followed as Sam moved
away, and as he followed continued to talk of Crummie. Sam's
desperation grew worse and worse as they approached the church
door. He had never heard a cockney accent carried to such a
limit. The truth was that Red's accent was more cockney than any
living Londoner's. A deep vein of what might be called "philolog-
ical malice" in him had come to emphasise this way of speaking
as a form of spite against the Glastonbury bourgeoisie.
"She sighs you 'ave the look of a sighnt," Red kept repeating.
"She sighs you 'ave haltered ?er whole life. She sighs that since
she's known you she's a different gal. So all you've got to do.
Mister, is to sigh the word and she'll marry me tomorrow!"
"Well I don't see what I can do for you, Mr. Robinson; but
I don't mind speaking to Miss Geard." These words were auto-
matically jerked out of him, like peas shaken out of a bag. But
at this moment they passed into the church and Red Robinson
and his exaggerated cockney speech became for Sam's mind far
less important than the dust now being raised by Red's mother as
the old woman swept her brush about between the pews with her
long black skirt pinned up above her grey woolen petticoat.
For there before his eyes was Nell Zoyland! The girl was lying
back in one of the pews nearest to the font in an attitude not of
piety nor of peace, but of apathetic weariness. One of her arms
was thrown over the back of the pew. Her face was so shaded by
her hat that in the dusk of that interior it was a mere white blur.
She did not look unhappy. No one would have taken her for a
tragic figure. No one, on the other hand, would have taken her
for a care-free visitor to Glastonbury. She might have been a sis-
ter of Sam's, some tired daughter of the priest of this very church,
resting after a long country walk.
"Are you ready, Mother?" he heard Red Robinson exclaim.
" 'Urry now, for I wants my tie! Say good-night to Jesus and
hunpin yerself quick I"
Sam went straight to the girl's side and greeted her in a whis-